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Chapter One 


Tucker Right was a touchy person—he pounded men on the 
back, kissed women on the cheek and gave the occasional 
shoulder-grip to people he was fond of. In fact, Norman 
Wells realised as he tossed back his Scotch, Tucker touched 
everyone but him. In the five years they’d known each other 
he could easily count on one hand the number of times his 
best friend had done more than shake his hand, always after 
one of Norman’s breakups. Then he would rate a hug, 
sometimes a kiss on the cheek. 


Strange. 


He held up a finger to the bartender. If he did this right he 
wouldn’t be able to see how many fingers he was lifting in a 
few minutes. 


It was one of those days. 


“You're going to get snockered and l'Il have to pour you 
home,” a deep voice spoke beside him. Although Tucker’s 
breath brushed Norm’s ear, no part of them touched. 


“What do you care? Go touch somebody else.” Watching the 
man he wanted paw everyone but him made his heart hurt. 
He threw back his head and let the Scotch burn its way 
down his throat. 


“Now that’s just disrespectful, tossing back expensive liquor 
like that. | know it’s the expensive stuff because my bud 
doesn’t do cheap,” Tucker teased. He cupped Norman's chin 
with strong fingers, turning his head until he faced his 
friend. Norm held back the sigh that always wanted to 
escape his lips when he looked into those brilliant blue eyes. 


Eyes so light they were almost colourless. His assistant 
Becca called them serial killer eyes. Norm thought they 
were the most beautiful things in the universe. 


He’s touching me. 


The thought ricocheted through his head like a pinball 
marble. 


“What’s wrong, Norm? Len being an asshole?” The 
sympathy in his friend’s voice was almost his undoing, but 
he knew he could keep it together—he just needed more 
alcohol in his system. 


“Len’s gone. We broke up last week,” he confessed. 
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“Why?” A crease formed on Tucker’s tanned brow. “I thought 
you guys were good together.” 


Norm couldn’t explain how he’d felt trapped іп the 
relationship, unable to breathe. 


“Why is it a beautiful man like yourself can’t keep a guy?” 
Tucker asked, musingly. 


“You're rich, more gorgeous than most of the people on the 
planet, and beneath your crusty exterior is the heart of a 
sweet man. Why are you always looking for your next 
boyfriend?” 


“Apparently because I’m emotionally unavailable.” 
Bitterness filled him as he remembered the conversation 


with his ex-boyfriend. 


“Seriously?” Tucker released Norman’s chin and slid his hair 
behind his ear in an affectionate gesture. The contact made 
Norm shiver. “That’s what you get for dating a psychiatrist.” 


When had he become touch-worthy? With effort he forced 
himself to continue the conversation and not sit there 
sighing like a teenage girl with her first crush. 


“I thought you said he was perfect for me?” 


“I thought he’d help you with your people issues, not add to 
them.” Tucker’s sexy mouth turned down and his voice held 
an angry edge. “If І knew he was going to make you feel like 
crap | would’ve gotten rid of him.” 


“Things like that are why my assistant thinks you’re a hit 
man.” Between Tucker’s muscular six-foot-three body and 
his arctic blue eyes, no one messed with him. Tucker owned 
a security company taking care of the electronic 
surveillance and personal protection for high-profile clients 
and visiting dignitaries. Whispered rumours claimed he used 
to be part of the CIA. Norm never had the guts to ask. The 
two met when Norm had needed help uncovering a security 
breach in his nano-technology lab. Tucker had set up his 
security and helped catch the thief, saving Norm’s millions 
of dollars of research in the process. 


He held up his hand to the bartender for another round. 
Tucker caught his wrist. “He’s had enough,” he told the 
bartender. 


The man nodded as he slipped a piece of paper across the 
bar towards Norm. “Call me if you ever want to go out 
sometime.” The bartender gave him a wide smile and a 
wink before going back to the other side of the bar. 


“It’s definitely time to take you home before the bartender 
does.” Tucker wrapped an arm around Norman as he melted 
off his bar stool. 
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“He’s kind of cute.” 


“He’s not good enough for you,” he thought he heard Tucker 
mutter as his larger friend supported him. 


Tucker bit back a moan as Norman’s body slid across his. 
After meeting him five years ago Tucker knew there was no 
reason to continue dating other men, or even women. After 
you found your soul mate, other people were just a way of 
passing time. Norman Wells, with his chocolate brown hair 
and hazel eyes, made Tucker’s heart race faster just by 
saying hello than most people’s did while having sex. No 
one else measured up to his soulful-eyed friend...and if he 
couldn’t have Norm, he didn’t want anyone else. His love 
deserved better than a battered ex-mercenary with a bloody 
past. The worst part was his friend’s horrible taste in men. 


After his initial dislike of anyone touching Norman, Tucker 
had decided a psychiatrist might be a good match for his 
complicated friend, but over the past few months he 
realised Len didn’t understand Norman. Luckily the fool 
moved too quickly. He hadn’t known about Norman’s issues 
of being trapped in a relationship. Some head doctor he 
was. 


He hugged the drunken man securely to his side and led 
him towards the door. 


Halfway through the bar he saw Len enter. 

“Fuck.” 

“Something wrong?” Norm asked in a liquor-slurred voice. 
“Nothing | can’t handle, sweetheart.” 


Catching sight of them, the psychiatrist marched right over. 
“I see Tucker is here to pick up the pieces...again.” Len gave 
Tucker an unfriendly smile. “It must be nice to have 
someone always at hand ready to catch you when you fall. | 
thought | was getting that job, but apparently it was already 
filled when we got together.” 


“What are you talking about?” Norman’s eyes turned a 
muddy grey-green, a sure sign of unhappiness. His hazel 
eyes worked as a mood ring for the complicated man— 
happy showed as the purest emerald Tucker had ever seen. 


“Leave him alone, Len. He’s had too much to drink. I’m 
taking him home.” 


“Maybe І should come along to make sure you don’t take 
advantage of him.” CATCHING MR RIGHT 


Amber Kell 
8 


“Are you freakin’ kidding me?” Rage filled Tucker at the 
thought of anyone touching Norm when he wasn’t in his 
right senses. He didn’t even want to think about how many 
men in the bar would be more than happy to take Norman 
off his hands. 


“It’s okay, Len. Tucker would never touch me. He doesn’t 
want me that way.” Norm leaned over and patted his ex- 
boyfriend on the shoulder. Tucker quickly wrapped his arm 
tighter around the inebriated man to keep him steady. His 
friend would never forgive him if Tucker let him take a 
header on the floor, drunk or not. 


“Like hell he doesn’t.” Len gave Norman a pleading look. 
“I’m sorry | rushed you, baby. | came to apologise and see if 
we can make it work. We don’t have to live together right 
away. We can take our time.” 


Norm shook his head. Tucker held him as he swayed. “It 
wasn’t working out. I’m a disappointment to you. I’m not 
what you need.” 


“See, problem solved. Go away, Len.” Tucker glared at the 
other man, letting his urge to kill him show in his eyes. 


Len paled. “1-ІЛІ call you later, Norm.” 
“Don’t bother,” Tucker growled. 


The psychiatrist turned and scurried away through the 
crowd, almost slamming into a pair of dancers in his haste. 


Norman’s body shook. With his head tilted down, Tucker 
couldn’t see his expression. 


Remorse bit him deep. 


“Oh, honey. | didn’t Know you wanted to keep him. ГІ call 
and make it up to him tomorrow.” What if he’d just ruined 
the last chance Norman had of a good relationship? 


Norman looked up, his bright green eyes filled with laughter. 
“That was the funniest thing I’ve ever seen.” 


Relief rushed through Tucker. He hadn’t ruined anything 
after all. 


“Come on, buddy, ІЛІ take you home, but from now on | get 
to pick your dates. You suck at finding a guy.” 


“Deal.” 


He drove to Norman’s condo in silence. Looking over from 
time to time, Tucker couldn’t tell if the man was sleeping or 
just resting his eyes. 


“You still with me?” 


“Mmm hmm.” Norm’s voice, rough and sleepy-soft, made 
Tucker harder than granite. 
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“I'll have you home іп just a minute.” 
“Қау.” 


Tucker shook his head іп amusement. Minutes later һе 
pulled into the parking garage. 


Habit had him scanning his surroundings as he helped Norm 
out of the car, easily accepting the weight of the smaller 
man. Sighing, he wrapped his arm around his friend and 
headed for the elevator. He needed to get his act together, 
stop obsessing over Norman and find a good partner for the 
adorable genius. Norm needed a man with the patience to 
deal with his absentmindedness and the sweetness to 
counter the coolness of his scientific mind. 


In the elevator, as Norm leaned against him, a soft sniffle 
reached his ears. “Tuck, you always take good care of me.” 


“Oh, babe. We'll find you someone.” It would just about kill 
him to see the man with someone else, but he’d do 
anything to make him happy, absolutely anything. 


He would find Norm the perfect man or he’d die trying. 


“What if | don’t want someone?” Norman looked up, an 
adorable pout crossing his lips. 


Tucker laughed—a short, bitter sound. “Honey, you need 
someone to take care of you more than anyone I’ve ever 
met.” 


They exited the elevator before his friend could comment 
and walked to the condo with a stumbling out-of-sync gait. 


Norman used Tucker to hold himself up as they stood in 
front of his door, searching for his keys. 


“Let me find them.” 


With a deep sigh Norm leaned against the door. “Maybe 
you're right. Maybe | do need a keeper.” 


“Not a keeper,” Tucker said, taking his time, carefully 
patting his friend down. If he patted Norman’s ass a few 
more times than key-finding required, nobody was going to 
know, certainly not his drunk friend. “You just need 
someone to organise your day-to-day stuff.” 


“| have an assistant,” Norm protested. 


“For work, but who organises your personal life? As your 
best friend I’m going to take charge of that by finding you 


the perfect guy.” Now he knew what it meant when a 
person’s eyes got as wide as saucers. 
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“But you don’t have a boyfriend or even a girlfriend for that 
matter. What makes you such an expert?” 


Tucker never hid his bisexual nature, but since the day he’d 
met Norm he'd never looked at another person with more 
than casual interest. In the past five years, Norman had 
gone through several relationships, all of which had hit the 
wall when his lover wanted things to become serious. None 
of them understood it wasn’t a fear of commitment Norman 
suffered from, but the fear of loss. In one plane accident 
he’d lost both of his parents and his little sister when they 
were flying out to visit him at MIT. 


“My lack of a significant other doesn’t reflect my ability to 
find someone. Do you think | can’t get a date?” 


He tried to play it off like his friend’s opinion didn’t mean 
everything to him. 


Norman gave him a slow and steady look-over. He’d 
stripped stark naked before other men and felt less 
vulnerable. “I’m sure you could find someone if you didn’t 
scare them off.” He gave a low chuckle. “I thought Len was 
going to cry.” The giggles set Norman off until he collapsed 
onto the floor, still laughing. 


Damn, even drunk he tipped the adorable scale. 


Tucker leant down and lifted his friend back to his feet. 
“Come on, sweetheart, let’s get you into bed.” His cock 
twitched at the thought, but Norman didn’t need a man with 
blood on his hands—he needed someone gentle. Someone 
who could lure him into a relationship and make sure he 
could find his car keys in the morning. 


“Кау. Is my head gonna hurt tomorrow?” he asked, his big 
hazel eyes imploring with Tucker to have all the answers. 


“Yes. But l'Il leave you some vitamin С and aspirin.” 
“Thanks, Tucker, you take good care of me.” 


Tucker got Norman to his bedroom and stripped him down to 
his underwear, resolutely not looking at the man’s fit body 
or drool-worthy abs. Okay, maybe a little. 


Once his charge lay safely beneath the covers, Tucker went 
through Norm’s medicine cabinet. He returned to the 
bedroom and set bottles of aspirin, vitamin C and a glass of 
water on the nightstand by the alarm clock. 


His heart ached at the sound of Norman’s soft snores. 
Fighting the impulse to slide beneath the covers and join the 
sleeping man, Tucker leant down and placed a soft kiss on 
his friend’s forehead before heading for the door. 
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He kissed me! 


At first, Norman thought he’d dreamt Tucker’s affection in 
his liquor-induced state, but he knew he didn’t imagine the 
scratch of beard brushing across his face or the wet kiss on 
his forehead. 

Smiling, he fell asleep. 

CATCHING MR RIGHT 
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Chapter Two 


Norm woke up the next morning with a smile on his face, 
despite the raging headache. 


He would suffer through a headache and queasy stomach 
every morning if Tucker kissed him every night before bed, 
next time preferably on the lips. 


Sighing, he stumbled into the kitchen to find a note, in 
Tucker’s bold handwriting, pinned under a magnet on his 
refrigerator. 


Juice іе in the fridge, call me if you need anything. 


Norman was almost positive he hadn’t had juice in his fridge 
before last night. He smiled as he realised Tucker must’ve 
gone shopping. 


He drank a cup of juice while plotting how he could get 
Tucker to be his. After the tender kiss from last night he 
knew he had a shot at the sexy man. 


Norman’s cell phone rang. 
He grinned when he saw Tucker’s name on the display. 


“Hey, man, thanks for getting me home safely last night.” 
Norm wished Tucker had stayed to share the big bed with 
him. 


“No problem, buddy. Hey, | think I’ve got a lead on a guy.” 
Norman’s stomach flipped, and his juice threatened to come 
back up. “W—what do you mean?” 


Tucker laughed. “You really were drunk last night. You said 
that | could be in charge of finding you a guy since you were 
so bad at it.” 


“Oh. Oh, okay.” It was amazing he could talk through the 
pain crushing his chest. 


“He’s a really nice guy. An accountant. He could help you 
keep track of all of your money.” 


“Yeah, that'd be handy. Or I could just keep my current 
accountant who does a great job and not try to pawn free 
help off a total stranger.” 


“ТИ have to remember that.” Tucker’s voice purred over the 
phone, low and amused. 


“Remember what?” 


“You're cranky when you wake up after a drinking bout.” 
CATCHING MR RIGHT 
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Norm let out a sigh. Why had he ever thought anything was 
going to change with one kiss? For all he knew, Tucker 
always kissed his drunk friends goodnight. Hell, if this were 
the only way to get Tucker focused on him, he’d go out with 
a Sasquatch. “Okay, what’s the guy’s name?” 


“Timothy. He’s an accountant.” 


“You already said that!” Norman’s heart hurt and if he had 
to listen to Tucker go on about his friend any more Norman 


was going to go to Tucker’s apartment and punch him in the 
face. 


“Don’t you like accountants?” 

“No. I’m sure he’s fine.” 

“I’ve set up lunch with you at two today.” 

Lunch? 

“He’s not dinner-worthy?” 

“I don’t want him to think he has a chance to get lucky.” 


“So when does һе get lucky? Am I on a timetable? Do | 
move dinner to the second date, fucking the third?” 


“If you don’t want to go out with him, just say so,” Tucker 
Snapped. 


“I don’t know. I’m still getting over Len.” 


“You weren’t that into Len. | doubt you need a mourning 
period. Just like we discussed last night, I’m going to find 
you your Prince Charming.” Norman groaned, clutching his 
head from the pain of his hangover. “I have to admit I don’t 
remember much about last night.” 


“You agreed to let me be in charge of your love life.” 
“Why would | do that?” 


“Because you keep picking idiots like Len. l'Il find you 
someone good. Now—agree to the lunch date.” 


“Fine. l'Il go, but if he’s an idiot I’m going to your office and 
kicking your ass.” Tucker laughed. Probably at the idea of 


Norman, half Tucker’s size, trying to hurt him. 


“Deal. Even if you don’t find a love connection, he’s a nice 


guy. 
“Sure.” 


After getting the details of the date, Norman hung up, 
depressed. Why couldn’t Tucker love him? Was there 
something wrong with him? 
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He went to the bathroom to brush his teeth and looked in 
the mirror. His hazel eyes were well placed, his nose straight 
and he had a dimpled smile more than one man had 
commented on favourably. What was it about him that 
didn’t attract Tucker? Norman tried to think of people he’d 
seen the other man with, but although his friend hung out 
with a lot of people, he couldn’t think of anyone Tucker had 
appeared attracted to. He made a mental note to ask about 
his friend’s type. 


After all, it was only nice to repay the favour and find Tucker 
a match of his own since he obviously didn’t want Norm. 


Depressed after starting the day on such an optimistic note, 
Norman dressed and spent the morning staring morosely at 
the television until it was time for his date. 


Жжжж ж 


Despite his complete desire to back out, Norman told Tucker 
he’d be there and he’d never broken a promise, even the 
ones he didn’t particularly want to keep. 


With the sun shining and the sandwich shop only a block 
away, Norm decided to walk. 


As he approached the diner, he glanced through the 
windows and spotted a handsome blond, wearing a nice 
pullover and looking around impatiently. 


According to his phone’s clock Norm still had ten minutes 
before their date, so either the guy was nervous or a prick. 
The blond’s grey eyes widened when Norman entered the 
diner and approached him. “Excuse me, I’m Norman Wells. 
Are you Tucker’s friend?” 


“I don’t know who Tucker is, but I’m his new best friend.” 
The man stood up and held out his hand. “Philip Bezel. Nice 
to meet you.” As Norman shook his hand a jolt of attraction 
went through him, but the look in the other man’s eyes 
gave him a Shiver of a different sort. It was like looking ata 
really beautiful snake—pretty, but deadly. This wasn’t the 
sort of man he wanted to know further. 


“It’s пісе to meet you too, but Га best wait for Tucker’s 
friend. | don’t want him to think he’s been stood up.” 


“If he’s late meeting you, he deserves it.” Philip’s eyes went 
towards the window. 


“However, | ат meeting someone myself.” He reached into 
the pocket of the jacket he had draped over a chair and 
pulled out a business card holder. Flipping it open he took 
out a CATCHING MR RIGHT 
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white rectangle. “Here’s my card. Give me а са! and Га be 
happy to take you out.” He looked around the restaurant 
with a sneer. “Someplace nicer.” 


“Thanks,” Norman said. He had no intention of ever calling 
the other man. The vibe coming from Philip screamed 
‘abusive asshole’, no matter if it was wrapped in a pretty 
package. Although Norman was known to have bad taste in 
men, so far it hadn’t been that bad. 


“Excuse me, are you Norman?” a timid voice asked behind 
him. 


He spun around to see a sweet-looking blond wearing a T- 
Shirt and jeans. 


“Yas,” 
“I’m Timothy. Tucker told me all about you.” 


“Nice to meet you, Timothy.” He shook hands before turning 
politely to say goodbye to Philip, who gave Timothy a cold 
look, prompting Norm to take Timothy’s arm and quickly 
lead him towards a table for two in the corner. “Let’s have a 
bite to eat.” He debated leaving altogether but he didn’t 
want Bezel to think he scared them off. The other man 
looked like the type to get immense satisfaction out of 
frightening someone. 


He didn’t relax until he saw Philip leave out of the corner of 
his eye as they were ordering their meal. 


“Not to give unsolicited advice, but I’d stay clear of that 
guy,” Timothy said. 


Norman’s eyes snapped back to his date. “Do you know 
him?” 


“No. But he looks like bad news and I’m not saying that just 
because | think you’re hot.” 


Norman laughed. “Yeah, | got a creepy feeling off him too.” 
Pleased they agreed on something, they settled down with 
their food for a long chat. 


After an hour of talking, Timothy said the one thing Norman 
was thinking the entire time. 


“This isn’t going to work.” 
“What? We just met.” 


“Yeah, but | can see you aren’t into me, and as handsome as 
you are, | don’t need that kind of heartbreak.” 


Norm gave him an apologetic smile. “Don’t get me wrong, | 
think you’re a nice guy, I’m just sort of hung up on someone 
else.” 


“Does Tucker know?” 
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“What makes you think it’s Tucker?” 


Timothy laughed. “Because he did everything but a police 
investigation and a full cavity search before deciding it was 
okay for us to meet, and I’ve known him for two years. | 
сате more because | wanted to meet Tucker’s man than 


because | needed a date.” Norman shook his head, his heart 
beating away in his throat. How he wished Timothy’s words 
were true. “He’s not interested in me. If he was, he wouldn’t 
work so hard to find me a date.” 


Timothy shrugged. “Love is a strange thing. Maybe it’s his 
way of watching out for you. He’s the big manly type you 
know. The protector personality.” 


“I thought Tuck said you’re an accountant.” 
“I minored in psychology in college.” 
“Ahhh.” 


Norm changed the subject. He didn’t dare get his hopes up 
about Tucker. If Tucker wanted Norm he knew where to find 
him. The rest of the meal was taken up discussing plays 
they liked, baseball they didn’t and their favourite hangouts. 
It turned out they both liked the same gay bar but tended to 
go different nights. They made plans to go there together in 
the near future. 


At the end of lunch Norm had made a new friend. He gave 
Timothy a hug and a kiss on the cheek when they parted, 
and made a date to go see a play on Saturday. Norman had 
season tickets to the local playhouse and enjoyed the 
theatre immensely. He’d planned to take Tucker, but 
Timothy insisted it would drive Tucker nuts if it looked like 
Norm was actually interested in another man. 


Once he made it back home, he dialled his friend’s number. 


“How did it go?” Tucker’s rich voice rolled over Norman like 
a warm blanket. 


Norm smiled as he laid it on thick. “I think he might be the 
one, Tucker. You really know me. | didn’t think Га like him at 
first but he’s smart, funny and really cute. Did you notice 
how blue his eyes are? I’m taking him to the theatre this 
weekend. You don’t mind giving up your ticket, do you?” 


There was a long silence on the phone before Tucker cleared 
his throat. “You really liked him then?” 
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“Oh, definitely.” He let the truth of it sound in his voice. He 
really did like Timothy, but only as a friend. He wanted 
Tucker. The more he thought about it, the more he realised 
he’d always wanted Tucker. 


“I—I’m happy for you. | guess I’m a better matchmaker than 
| thought.” Norman smiled at the misery in his friend’s 
voice. Yep, he owed Timothy a nice dinner. 


If it weren’t for the other man he might never have known 
Tucker was interested despite the almost platonic kiss the 
other night. 


“Maybe you can come by tomorrow morning and help me 
pick out something to wear for my date.” It was evil of him 
to keep pushing, but something had to snap Tucker out of 
his happy universe where he thought he got to decide who 
Norman loved. Besides, it was a valid excuse—Norm was a 
terrible dresser. If he had his way, he’d be wearing jeans 
and an old concert T-shirt to the play. While he preferred 
comfort over style, Tucker always dressed like he stepped 
off the pages of GQ. Whenever they went anywhere 


together, his friend always picked out Norm’s clothes. It just 
struck him how intimate they were. He’d become used to 
letting his friend take over certain parts of his life until it 
seemed natural for Tucker to choose his clothing. He 
probably should’ve been paying him all these years for his 
excellent care. Norman smiled as he thought of all the ways 
he could repay the debt. 


Tucker spoke again, breaking into his thoughts. “Yeah, | can 
come by tomorrow and find you something nice to wear.” 


“I was thinking maybe that black pullover you got me last 
Christmas—you always said it brings out my eyes. Or maybe 
the jeans with the tear right under my ass. | could hide it 
beneath my long leather coat and take him dancing 
afterwards.” A rough sound came over the phone. 


“Are you all right?” Since Tucker wasn’t there, Norm could 
smile at the other man’s reaction. He would have him eating 
out of his hand in no time. 


“Yeah, | gotta go. l'Il call you back later.” Still smiling, Norm 
listened to the click as Tucker cut the connection. The man 
had it bad for him. Now he only had to get him to admit it. 


Жжжж ж 
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Tucker tossed down his cell phone, wincing when the 
instrument tumbled off the side table onto the floor. 


“Damn it.” The thought of Norm in someone else’s arms 
ripped a hole in his heart, though he only had himself to 
blame. He longed to tell Norman of his love, but he wanted 
better for the man than an ex-soldier who still had 
nightmares about battles long over. 


Norman deserved а man who had never known what it was 
like to kill another man. His love deserved the best. 


Tucker already missed their dates to the theatre. He didn’t 
really like plays—he generally didn’t understand or care 
what the actors were doing—but it usually gave him a 
couple of hours to sit and watch Norman enjoy the play. 
Norm loved the theatre and it was worth going to see the 
expressions cross his face. Now Timothy or some other guy 
would sit in his spot and probably waste the time paying 
attention to the stage. Stupid bastard. 


He walked over to his cabinet and pulled out the Maker’s 
Mark. It was time to get horribly drunk so he couldn’t think 
of his beautiful man in someone else’s arms. He initially 
thought it would be better if Norman were with someone 
Tucker knew, someone he could trust. An idiotic idea he now 
couldn’t take back. It would probably be wrong to snap 
Timothy’s neck, but that happy thought followed him into 
his drunken haze. 


Жжжж ж 


The next morning Tucker slid оп his darkest sunglasses and 
slunk out of his house. His head pounded as sunlight 
speared his eyes like shining daggers and his stomach 
repeatedly threatened to decorate the sidewalk, but he’d be 
damned if he didn’t go and see Norman, to see his face 
when he talked about Timothy. The more he thought about it 
the more he suspected he was being played. 


Norm wasn’t the type of guy to fall in love at first sight, at 
least Tucker desperately hoped not. As much as he wanted 
Norm to fall in love, the thought of him actually doing it 
made his chest ache. He absently rubbed it as he walked to 
his friend’s apartment. 


Approaching the building he noticed a man leaning on the 
lamppost across the street from Norm’s building. Tucker 
wouldn’t have thought anything of it, but the guy was trying 
so hard to appear nonchalant that his instincts screamed 
danger. 
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He kept an eye on the man as he walked up to Norm’s 
building. The man was lean with a wiry muscular build. A 
baseball hat covered his hair and dark sunglasses covered 
his eyes. 


As if feeling Tucker’s observation, the man pushed away 
from the building and walked away down the street. 


Tucker watched him until the man turned the corner and 
disappeared from sight then made his way to Norm’s door 
and knocked. The entire episode made him uneasy. Paranoia 
filled him as he relived the encounter in his mind. Probably 
meant nothing, but he’d certainly keep an eye out. 


Norman opened the door, damp and shirtless, with a towel 
wrapped around his slim hips. Unable to resist, Tucker’s 
eyes followed the sparse dark hairs forming a happy trail 
down his friend’s body. 


“See something you like?” 


Tucker’s eyes snapped back to Norm’s amused face. “If you 
don’t want people staring, don’t open the door half naked.” 
He pushed past his friend, careful to nudge him with his 
shoulder, resisting the urge to touch all that exposed skin 
even as his mouth watered at the thought of chasing those 
shining droplets with his tongue. 


“Sorry, | just got out of the shower and didn’t think you 
wanted to wait on my doorstep.” 


Visions of the beautiful man standing beneath a stream of 
steamy water made Tucker’s cock harden in his pants. It 
only got worse when he mentally inserted himself into the 
Same scene. “You should check the peep hole when you 
answer the door. You never know who’s coming.” 


“Yes, Dad, ІЛІ even look both ways before | cross the street.” 
Tucker’s lips twitched with amusement but he refused to 
give into the temptation to smile at his appealing friend. 
“Good.” He wagged his finger at Norman. “And don’t talk to 
strangers.” 


“I already learned from that mistake.” Norman related his 
incident at the restaurant. 


“Do you still have the guy’s card?” 


Norm frowned. “Um, it might be in my pocket.” He 
wandered back to his bedroom. 


Tucker followed him, not holding back the gasp when he saw 
the mess. 


“Was there a tornado warning and | missed it?” CATCHING 
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“Ha, ha, very funny.” Norm leant down and grabbed his 
pants off the floor. “Here it is.” He waved a small piece of 
paper in the air victoriously. 


Tucker snatched it out of his hands. Reading the name, his 
heart skipped a beat. “Do you know who this is?” 


“A scary blond?” 
“He’s the right-hand man of Julian Cardinni.” 
“The mobster?” 


“Yep. Drug running, prostitution, you name it. Did you give 
him your name?” Norm nodded. “But | didn’t tell him where | 
lived or anything.” Tucker grabbed Norman by the shoulders 
and shook him. “He doesn’t need you to give him your 
address. You don’t exactly hide. Any of his contacts could 
find you.” 


“Shit. Well, the good news is he’s probably already forgotten 
about me, right?” Norman gave him a hopeful smile. 


Tucker looked his friend up and down, before shaking his 
head. “As much as а love to agree, | can’t. You aren’t that 
easily forgotten.” Lord knew he’d been trying to forget how 
gorgeous Norm was every day since they’d met. 


Norm’s phone rang. Still looking at Tucker with a puzzled 
expression, he answered. His face changed from worried to 
annoyance from one heartbeat to the next. “No, don’t come 
over here, Len. We’re through. No, | don’t want to talk about 
things. No. No.” Norm hung up. “Shit.” 


“Len not taking the breakup well?” 


Norm shook his head, sending his chocolate brown hair 
across his face. Tucker absently brushed it back. If his 
fingers lingered against his friend’s warm skin, he wasn’t 
going to admit it. 


“Len wants to come over and discuss our relationship.” He 
used his fingers to put imaginary quotes around the word 
‘relationship’ as he spoke. 


Tucker couldn’t stop the smile crossing his face at Norm’s 
disgruntled tone. From his friend’s expression Len might as 
well have requested he drink poison. 


“Len’s an idiot.” 


“Yes,” Norm agreed. He pulled open a drawer, grabbed a T- 
Shirt and pulled it over his muscular chest. For a man who 
worked in a lab all day, he sure made his gym time count. 
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Tucker swallowed to get some moisture down his suddenly 
dry throat. “Um. Let’s find you something to wear later.” 


Norman’s bright green eyes turned dreamy. “I really liked 
Timothy. Thanks for fixing us up. Want me to make you 
some breakfast?” 


He could barely speak through the crushing pain in his 
chest. “Yeah, um, breakfast would be good. ІЛІ go make 


some coffee.” He needed to get out of there before Norman 
dropped his towel. 


It was a minor miracle his heart still beat. He hoped Norm 
liked his coffee strong because visions of Timothy holding 
his man made him lose track of how many scoops he’d 
added to the coffee maker. 


After Tucker filled the coffee maker’s water chamber, Norm 
walked out of the bedroom, his T-shirt and loose cargo 
Shorts covering all the interesting bits. 


“Hey, you okay?” A warm hand rubbed circles across 
Tucker’s back as hazel eyes looked at him with concern. 


“Sure. | think | drank too much last night.” He slid off his 
sunglasses and set them on the counter. 


“lII get you some aspirin for your headache.” With a friendly 
pat on the back Norm left his side. Tucker resisted the urge 
to grab the other man as he walked away. 


Norm quickly returned with a familiar white bottle. “Here 
you go. Any particular reason you're drinking?” 
Compassionate eyes studied him. “You can tell me if you’re 
having problems.” 


“No. Nothing like that. I’ve just had a lot on my mind апа 
stupidly thought some drinks would make it all go away.” 


Norm smiled. “Can’t say | haven’t been there—just the other 
night, in fact.” Tucker gave his friend a weak smile. He 
wanted to talk to someone about his problem, but the one 
person he usually discussed his problems with stood next to 
him. He needed to talk to Timothy and let him know he 
couldn’t mess around with Norm’s feelings. He wasn’t going 


to let anyone break this man’s heart, even if it was another 
friend. 


He walked around the kitchen island and took a seat on the 
barstool away from Norm’s comforting touch. Accepting the 
glass of water with quiet thanks, he took the white pills 
while silently trying to explain to his erection why he 
couldn’t pounce on the sexy man across from him. 
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“You want your eggs fried or scrambled?” 
“Fried. Over medium.” 


Norm shook his head, smiling. “I know how you like your 
eggs fried, Tucker. I’ve been cooking you breakfast for five 
years.” 


Minutes later Norman slid a cup of freshly-brewed coffee 
across the counter. Tucker didn’t even have to look to know 
it would be perfectly prepared, dark with a kiss of cream. 


His coffee cup stopped midway to his lips as the truth struck 
him. Norman was right. 


Despite his friend having boyfriends on and off, the two of 
them had fallen into a pattern. 


Whenever they were at loose ends Tucker would come over 
and Norm would make him breakfast. 


Tucker sipped his coffee and watched Norman cook in quick, 
efficient movements. The way people did when they were 


comfortable in the kitchen. 


Tucker wondered what it would be like to have Norm as his 
boyfriend and cooking him breakfast after a night of 
passion. To have this gorgeous, intelligent man belong to 
him. 


Bacon crackled and popped in the skillet while Norm slid 
some pre-shredded hash browns in an oiled pan. 


“No biscuits?” he teased. Norman knew his grandmother’s 
biscuit recipe by heart. 


Tucker had dreams about those mouth-wateringly flaky, 
delicious biscuits, possibly eating them off their maker’s flat 
stomach. 


Norman shook his head. “Out of buttermilk. | need to get 
more.” Tucker shook his head at his friend. Norm never had 
time to go to the grocery store. If he wasn’t at his lab he 
went out with Tucker or his latest man. 


The men ate their breakfast in companionable silence, the 
only sounds were slurping coffee and crunching bacon. 
When they finished Tucker took the plates, automatically 
cleaning up. 


“Len never cleaned my dishes,” Norman shook his head 
sadly. “1 should’ve known it wouldn’t work out.” 


“Yep.” Tucker kept his attention to scrubbing the egg skillet. 
Norm didn’t like his good cookware going into the 
dishwasher. 


“What am I going to do about him?” 


“Who? ” 
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“Len. How do I explain I’m not interested anymore? | mean, 
it was good for a while but he wanted more than I’m willing 
to give. Maybe he’s right and | am damaged.” Tucker rinsed 
off the pan, set it on a dishtowel to dry and walked around 
the counter to wrap Norman in his arms. “You aren’t 
damaged. You just have a few issues. As a psychiatrist he 
should have more patience than he does. | never thought he 
was the right one for you.” 


Norm leant back to look him in the eye. “You never like any 
of my boyfriends.” 


“That’s because you pick guys you can either ignore or push 
around. You need someone who can stand firm and make 
you pay attention to them or be secure enough when you've 
got shit to do and not make a fuss.” 


He received a faint smile for that bit of wisdom. “I need 
someone who can understand me like you do,” Norm 
declared, snuggling into Tucker’s embrace. 


Tucker carefully set Norm away from him. “I wouldn’t be a 
good bet. You need a nice man.” 


Norm decided now wasn’t the time to push his friend. If he 
rushed too quickly Tucker would run away and he didn’t 
want to spook the relationship-shy man. Instead he gave 
Tucker a friendly smile. “Come help pick my clothes.” Tucker 
obediently followed him into his bedroom. Too bad he 
decided to wait because the urge to tackle Tucker to the 
mattress was almost irresistible. 


He watched with amusement as Tucker flung open his closet 
door and proceeded to decimate his closet contents, tossing 
rejections on the bed and hanging the few he liked on the 
door handle to the closet. 


“And you thought | caused a tornado,” Norm said with a 
laugh. 


Tucker shrugged. “You said you wanted to look nice.” 


“And sexy.” Norm turned to look out the window at his city 
view so Tucker couldn’t see his expression. “I want him to 
think I’m hot. | can’t lure him into bed if | look like a dork.” 


A low growl reached his ears. Norm swallowed the unmanly 
giggle threatening to burst out. 


“Don’t you think you’re moving a little too fast? Timothy 
might want а little time to know you before you jump into 
bed.” 
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Norman spun around to look at Tucker. “Have we met the 
same Timothy? That’s not the impression | got from him 
yesterday.” He didn’t add anything else, letting Tucker fill in 
the gaps. 


He got a frown for his efforts. “You should take it slow. If you 
jump іп bed too soon you'll lose the ability to get along as 
friends.” 


“Who said anything about bed? Do you know how many 
little nooks the playhouse has?” 


Tucker threw a pair of Norm’s favourite jeans onto the bed 
with a snarl. “You are not going to have sex at the 
playhouse, and how do you know how many nooks there 
are? Do you seduce your dates there often?” 


“I have no idea what you mean.” Norm gave him a smirk. “A 
gentleman never fucks and tells.” 


“I forbid you to have sex with Timothy. | am in charge of 
your relationship and | say it’s too early.” 


Norm gave him a dubious look. “Are you sure? Could we 
maybe fast-forward on your dating timetable?” 


Tucker pulled out his cell phone and pressed a few buttons. 
Norman watched with interest and not a little amusement. 


“Timothy, this is Tucker. | don’t care what Norm tells you, if 
the two of you have sex on your date at the playhouse | will 
personally kick your ass.” There was a bit of silence as 
Tucker listened, then a burst of fury. “I know his ass is fine 
but if you touch it, l'II break every bone in your body.” 
Tucker snapped his phone closed. 


Norman didn’t bother to hide his laughter. “What are you 
doing?” 


“Making sure you develop a relationship before you jump in 
bed with your new boyfriend.” 


“Don’t you think that should be between Timothy and me?” 
Tucker hung another hanger on the closet doorknob. “No. 
I’m in charge of this relationship.” 


Norm bounced on the bed. “So how long of a dry spell am | 
going to have?” He enjoyed the way Tucker’s eyes heated at 
the sight of him on the bed. “When will it be permissible to 
bring Timothy back here and plunder his sweet ass? I’m 
pretty sure when | said you could find me a new man | didn’t 
mean you could schedule the details of the relationship.” 
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“Too bad. That'll teach you to agree to stuff when you're 
drunk.” Norm rolled his eyes, trying not to show how 
pleased he was. “Fine. What am | wearing?” 


With a final frown, Tucker turned back to his task. “1 think 
this sweater with these pants.” He pulled a hand-knit 
cashmere sweater and a pair of well-tailored dress pants. 
Both pieces Tucker purchased for him. 


“Nice, but are you sure the jeans with the nice rips won’t be 
a better choice?” 


“I’m sure.” 
Norm shrugged. “What are you doing today?” 
“There’s a game at noon.” 


“Cool. Let’s go get some snacks and come back for the 
game.” Norm didn’t really care what kind of game. He didn’t 
even like sports, but nothing would make him give up the 
chance to observe Tucker watching the game. 
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Chapter Three 


Norm sighed at the black plant slumped on his lab table. 
The nano-bots he’d injected into the plant killed it instead of 
encouraging it to grow. 


“You'd get better results if you tried rats,” his lab assistant 
Brian said, looking at the plant. 


“No. Га be looking at a dead rat instead of a dead plant. Га 
rather not kill a living creature.” The nano-bots were 
Supposed to cure the diseased plant but ended up 
encouraging the infected cells. In a matter of seconds, it 
had gone from diseased plant to dead plant. 


Damn. 
“Sorry, plant.” 


“You want to have a funeral for the thing?” Brian sounded 
amused. Norm looked up to see if his assistant’s expression 
matched his tone. His brown eyes danced with humour. 


Norm didn’t return the smile, his heart still hurting from the 
speed of the plant’s death. 


“Every living thing has value, Brian. Just because it can’t 
talk doesn’t mean it isn’t alive.” 


“Sorry, Dr Wells.” Brian’s voice assumed a proper tone of 
seriousness. “You know the military would pay a lot for this 
kind of technology.” Norm made sure he had Brian’s 
complete attention. “Brian, just 50 we’re clear. The last guy 
who betrayed me was found dead in his prison cell.” 


Norman wasn’t responsible for the man’s death, but his 
assistant didn’t need to know that. 


Brian paled. “U-understood, Dr W-Wells.” 


“Excellent!” He patted the other man on the back. “Now, go 
get me some more plants from the greenhouse.” 


Brian rushed like the hounds of Hell were chasing him. 


“That was mean.” Gina Brown, his finest researcher, 
giggled. Her red corkscrew curls bounced as she laughed. 
Most people underestimated the thirty-something-year-old 
woman with her outrageously sparkly glasses and bubbly 
manner. Norman knew it hid a keen mind few could match. 


“You remember that last guy.” 
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“Yeah, | think your friend, Tucker, might have used excessive 
force.” 


“I won’t have my research used for killing. | want to save 
lives, not come up with creative ways to end them.” 


Gina nodded her agreement. “I know. On the plus side, the 
new ingestible camera is selling like hot cakes.” 


“Yeah, surgeons really like them. And Tucker loves those tiny 
surveillance video cams | made.” 


“He always appreciates it when you make him new toys.” 
Norman smiled as he remembered the pure delight on 


Tucker’s face, like a boy at Christmas, when he gave him 
that last pack of records tiny enough to attach to anything 
and remotely beam crystal clear images. 


“Yeah, he does.” 


“Here you go.” Brian presented him with two new plants, 
setting them carefully on the lab table. Shifting 
uncomfortably, he faced Norman. “I’m sorry about before. | 
—1 wouldn’t betray you like that.” 


The kid, only a few chronological years younger than Norm, 
gave him wistful eyes that would put a puppy to shame. 
Norm gave him a reassuring smile. “I know, Brian.” Besides, 
if he did, Norman knew how to deal with betrayers. He’d 
turn him over to Tucker. The last guy begged to be arrested. 


“Let’s get started with the second trial.” He motioned to his 
team to begin preparations. 


Hopefully this second batch would turn out better. 


Жжжж ж 


Norm sat at the bar sipping a margarita and crunching some 
chips and salsa. Ideas for his next project filled his head. He 
grabbed a napkin, borrowed a pen from the waitress and 
started mapping out the concept floating around in his 
mind. 


He vaguely noticed when someone sat down. 
“So we meet again.” 


Blinking to pull himself out of his daze, he looked up into the 
eyes of Philip Bezel. “Oh, hello.” 
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“Hello.” Philip looked sexy in his black turtleneck and 
pressed khakis. “Meeting someone here tonight?” 


“Yeah.” 


“Shame, seems like you’re always too busy for me.” The 
words were said as a soft complaint, but Norm heard the 
thread of anger beneath them. 


“Maybe fate isn’t on our side.” He tried out an apologetic 
smile. 


“You really are the most beautiful man I’ve ever met.” Norm 
felt heat warm his cheeks. It wasn’t that he never received 
compliments, but Philip’s gaze pierced a little too deeply, 
like the man was trying to probe his soul. 


“Thank you.” Really, he didn’t know what else to say. Тһе 
man might be attractive, but he still gave Norman the 
creeps. 


“When are you going to make time to go out with me?” 
“Sorry I’m late.” 


Norman smiled at the sound of his friend’s deep voice. 
Never had he been so glad to see someone in his life. Eager 
to get rid of Philip, he stood up and plastered a kiss on 
Tucker’s mouth. He kept it brief but he still stepped away 
licking at the taste on his lips. 


“Hi, honey.” He gave Tucker his brightest smile, hoping his 
friend would play along. 


“Um, hi.” 
“This is Philip Bezel.” 


Tucker’s pale blue eyes took on an extra chill. “Get lost, 
Bezel.” Instead of looking offended, the other man gave 
Norm his charming snake smile. “l'Il see you later, Norman.” 


Without waiting for a response, Bezel sauntered off without 
giving Tucker another glance. 


“He’s good-looking for a killer.” 
“If you like the type. He’s a little too reptilian for me.” 
“Reptilian?” Tucker laughed. 


“Yeah, he reminds me of a snake. Creepy.” Norm gave an 
exaggerated shudder. 


Tucker resisted the urge to hunt down the other man and kill 
him—the only sure way to make certain Philip never got that 
close to his man again. His lips still tingled from CATCHING 
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Norman’s touch. The brush of the other man’s mouth 
against his own had struck him like a bolt of lightning. 


Damn, he wanted more of that. Norm was grabbing his 
margarita like a lifeline and writing obscure symbols ona 
white napkin. Tucker motioned for a beer from the bartender 


and waited for Norm’s attention. He smiled at the genius’ 
focus as more squiggles appeared beside the first ones. The 
beer tasted bitter compared to his friend’s salty-tart 
margarita-kiss. 


He would do just about anything to get another taste. 


After a few more minutes, Norm stuffed the napkin in his 
pocket and gave Tucker a blinding smile. 


“Figure it out?” 


Norm shrugged. “Maybe. My earlier trials didn’t go so well 
but I think | might have figured out the problem.” 


“Good. Ready to get a table?” 


“Yep.” Norm’s attention snapped back to Tucker, right where 
he liked it to be. He didn’t speak again until they were 
sitting at a high table and setting their drinks and chips 
beside them. 


“How did Bezel find you?” 


Norm frowned as if giving the idea a lot of thought. “I don’t 
think he did. | think he just saw me and came to Say hi.” 


“Stay away from him. He definitely isn’t on my approved 
boyfriend list.” Norm laughed. “You have a list.” 


Tucker shrugged in embarrassment as Norm continued to 
tease. 


“So if Timothy and | don’t work out you have...what? Backup 
guys?” 


“Shut up.” 


Luckily the waitress came up and distracted Norm from his 
interrogation. 


They placed their orders and drank their drinks. “So what 
about you?” Norm’s brilliant green eyes pinned him with 
their intensity. 


“What about me?” 
“How can we find you your new Mr Right?” 


“Funny.” Tucker smiled. “Just because my last name is Right 
doesn’t mean I’m looking for a man of my own.” 
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“Girl?” Norm’s heart ached in his chest. If his friend wanted 
a woman, no amount of naked door greetings would lure 
Tucker to his side. 


“No. I’m not looking for anyone.” 
“Why not?” 


Tucker’s cold blue eyes stared at him for a moment. 
“Because | only want one person and he’s out of reach.” 


“Oh.” Norm patted Tucker’s arm, not letting on he knew who 
Tucker wanted, but inside he did back flips of glee. They 
made small talk while they waited for their meal. 


“Are you all set for your date with Timothy?” Norm nodded. 
“Condoms, lube...you know, the usual.” Tucker rolled his 
eyes. “You just like to push my buttons, don’t you?” 


“Like an elevator.” 


The men laughed in good humour, enjoying their time 
together. If Norm never got into Tucker’s pants he would be 
disappointed, but it would be a greater pain to lose their 
friendship. 


Dinner passed in companionable silence as they devoured 
their food. 
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Chapter Four 


Norm smiled at Timothy as he took the seat beside him. 
They’d originally planned to meet for drinks before the play 
but Timothy ended up having a late conference with his 
boss and was running late. Norm had sent him his ticket by 
courier before he came. 


“Trouble at work?” 


Timothy shook his head. “They offered me a promotion to 
Principal to oversee the department.” 


“Congratulations.” Norm leaned over and gave Timothy an 
awkward sitting-down hug. 


“Thanks.” Timothy’s smile was wide and friendly. Not for the 
first time he wished he could fall for this sweet, 
uncomplicated man. 


“Have you seen this play before?” 


“Yeah, | love Shakespeare. | saw this one at the Oregon 
Shakespeare Festival years ago.” 


Norm looked around at the elaborate theatre. “Sometimes 
it’s better to see them outside but at least there aren’t any 
mosquitoes here.” 


“Or people in tall lawn chairs blocking my view.” They 
ѕпіскегеа as they recounted different outdoor plays they’d 
seen until the lights flickered, announcing the play was 
about to start. 


Tucker would've hated this play, Norm thought as he 
watched the story unfold. They watched in silence until 
intermission where they went to get a drink to soothe their 
dry throats while they discussed the actors, the sets and the 
beautiful costumes. 


“Thanks for inviting me, Norm. | know you did it to annoy 
Tucker but I’m having a great time.” 


Norm smiled. “Me too, but if you could mention | like 
flavoured lubes in your conversation with Tucker that would 
be great, too.” Timothy threw back his head and laughed. 
“Consider it done.” 


“We meet again.” 
CATCHING MR RIGHT 
Amber Kell 

32 


Norm turned to see the cold eyes of Philip Bezel. “We seem 
to be doing that a lot lately.” Too much, in fact. No one 
accidentally met someone that many times. He had the 
uncomfortable feeling he was being stalked. 


Bezel’s smile had all the warmth of an alligator as he turned 
his reptilian gaze towards Timothy. “I see you’re dating him 
again. The man you were with the other night at least 
looked big and strong, a real man. What do you want this 
one for?” Norm gave his politest smile. “He’s bendy.” 


A brief cold smile touched Bezel’s lips. “Interesting.” His 
frozen gaze swept Norm again. “lIl expect your call 
tomorrow.” 


With those words he walked away, vanishing into the crowd. 
“Creepy,” Timothy said with a shiver. 
“Mmhmm.” 


Timothy nudged Norm with his shoulder. “First flavoured 
lube and now bendy. You’re going to make me sound like a 
Slut.” 


Norm gave him a wide smile. “You said you wanted to date 
more. Who wouldn’t want a tasty, bendy man?” 


Laughing, Timothy took Norm’s arm and dragged him back 
into the theatre. 


жжжж 


Norm was still half asleep the next morning when some 
asshole started pounding on his door. Rolling back over, he 
ignored it, certain one of his neighbours was lost. 


His cell phone rang on his nightstand. 


Groaning, he grabbed it. At least the person stopped 
banging on his door. 


“Hello.” He was so tired he didn’t even check the caller ID. 
“Open your damned door.” 
“Ugh.” 


He slid out of bed, stomped through his apartment and 
ripped the door open. 


Tucker’s eyes tracked Norm’s naked body like a heat- 
seeking missile. He stepped inside and slammed the door 


behind him. “You want to flash the neighbours?” he growled. 


“No, | want to be asleep in my bed but some jerk came over 
to bother me.” 


“That’s because Timothy called and told me all about your 
amazing flavoured lube.” CATCHING MR RIGHT 
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Before Norm could stop him, Tucker stomped past him and 
straight into his bedroom. 


“What are you doing?” 
“Checking.” 


He watched in astonishment as Tucker yanked open his 
nightstand drawers and proceeded to go through his sex 
Supplies. 


“Hah, no flavours.” 
“How do you know we didn’t use single packets?” 


“Norm, why do you keep trying to make me think you had 
sex with Timothy?” 


“Because maybe then you'll realise I’m not going to wait for 
you forever.” Tucker froze. “What do you mean, wait for 
me?” Norman would never get a better chance to test the 
waters. If Tucker rejected him, at least he’d know where he 
stood. Otherwise he would always wonder what could’ve 
been. 


He stood up and invaded Tucker’s space until hardly any 
room existed between them. 


Norm lifted a hand, caressing Tucker’s cheek but keeping his 
movements slow and steady like he was taming a wild 
animal to his touch. 


“What if | don’t want another man? What if | just want the 
one | found in my bedroom?” 


“You can’t just decide to keep me.” Tucker’s voice was 
barely above a whisper. Norm gave his objection the 
attention it deserved. 


“Sure | can.” 


Without giving the other man a chance to object, Norman 
pressed his lips to Tucker’s. 


His friend cupped his face with large hands. The power of 
the kiss tingled all the way to his toes. The feel of Tucker’s 
lips firmly against his pulled a whimper from his chest. 


He’d longed for this man for years. Now, finally the man he 
loved was his. Tucker slid his hands down to settle around 
Norman’s waist, tugging him closer and sandwiching their 
erections between their bodies and pulling a moan from 
Norm. Damn, he wanted the man. 


After another of Tucker’s no-holds-barred kisses, his friend 
pulled gently away. 


“What?” He couldn’t keep the petulant tone out of his voice. 
Finally he’d had Tucker right where he wanted him and now 
the man was trying to put a stop to their kissing. Was he 
insane? 


He stopped his whining when he saw Tucker’s serious 
expression. “If we do this, if we have sex, I’m never letting 
you go. There’s no going back to just being friends. You 
can’t let CATCHING MR RIGHT 
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me in your bed today and kick me out tomorrow if you think 
I’m getting too close. Once I’m in your bed you will be mine, 
forever. ” 


A shiver went up and down Norm’s spine at his friend’s 
words. Tucker’s voice had a chilling finality. He wondered 
what would happen if their relationship didn’t work out. 
Even with the best intentions relationships didn’t always 
last, but even the thought of letting Tucker break his heart 
wasn’t enough to get him to leave his friend alone. He’d 
waited too long to give up at this point. He decided to stick 
with honesty. 


“I don’t want to lose you, Tucker, but if | don’t at least try to 
see what is going on between us, l'Il always wonder what 
could’ve happened if only | had the guts to kiss you.” He 
couldn’t recant his words now and he didn’t even want to 
try. Everything he said was true. Sometimes might-have- 
beens were worse than crashing and burning. At least if he 
tried to have a relationship with Tucker and it didn’t work 
out, he could comfort himself that at least he gave it a shot. 
Norman might not have a good track record with boyfriends, 
but in his business life he was known for taking chances 
with new ideas. Ideas other people might find risky, Norm 
considered part of the creative process. 


The sexy half-smile Tucker gave him sped up his heart. 
“Honey, there’s no doubt in my mind that there’s electricity 


between us. I’ve always been yours for the taking. | just 
kept hoping you had better taste.” 


Norm went to his toes and plastered a kiss on Tucker’s hot 
lips. “Trust me, Tucker, nothing tastes better than you.” 


He got a wide smile for his teasing, but lost control of the 
embrace as the larger man grabbed him by the hips and 
lifted him clear off the floor. Norm gave an unmanly squeak, 
before quickly wrapping his legs around Tucker’s hips. “You 
could’ve warned a guy.” Tucker gave him a kiss to stop his 
complaining while he easily walked them back to Norm’s 
bedroom as if the additional weight was nothing to him. 41 
coulda warned you, but then | wouldn’t have been able to 
impress you with my manly strength.” Norm laughed. It was 
a breathless sound because damn if he wasn’t impressed by 
Tucker, manly strength or not. No one affected him as much 
as the man carrying him to his bedroom as if he were a 
precious treasure. 


The eyes some called colder than the arctic watched him 
with an oddly tender expression. 
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Tucker dropped him gently on the mattress where he 
bounced lightly as he looked up at the other man. 


“Last chance,” Tucker warned. “Once | fuck you, I’m gonna 
keep you.” 


“You say that as if that’ll make me change my mind.” 
Instead it made his heart beat faster and all his blood race 


south. 


Tucker looked down at the bed holding everything he’d ever 
wanted in his life. Norm lay on a green velvet comforter, the 
colour bringing out the emerald of his eyes. This slim, 
brilliant man had the ability to completely crush him in ways 
soldiers, snipers and drug lords never could. 


Unable to stop himself, he stroked one finger across 
Norman’s cheek. So much emotion rushed through his body 
that his hand shook from the nerves. It took a few tries 
before he could clear his throat and speak. 


“| don’t say it so you will change your mind. | say it because 
| can’t believe you are finally mine.” 


Norm smiled. “Would it help if | fucked you first? That way 
you can claim | took advantage of you later.” Those eyes he 
loved so much heated as he looked Tucker ир and down. “Га 
be happy to take advantage of you.” Tucker couldn’t stop 
the fine trembling all over his body. Finally getting Norman 
was like getting everything he’d always wanted wrapped up 
in а big, fat bow—or in this case a sexy, slimly-muscled 
naked guy. 


Still mesmerised by the expression on Norman's face, 
Tucker stripped off his shirt and smiled at the soft sound of 
need the other man made. The sight of Norm’s cock 
standing up to greet him had him forgetting the ultimate 
goal of undressing. Instead he dropped to his knees and 
crawled over, pushing his way between Norman’s thighs. 


“I’ve been wanting to get my mouth on you for five long 
damn years.” He clamped his hands on Могтап 5 thighs to 
keep the man still as he swallowed his cock. 


The smaller man tried to buck but he wasn’t a match for 
Tucker’s pure muscle. He kept himself in top condition for 
work and despite Norm's stress-relieving workouts, he’d 
never have the sheer body mass as Tucker. 


“Oh, fuck!” Norm shouted above him. 
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Tucker hummed his appreciation. Norm tasted sweet, bitter 
and like every dream he’d ever had. He hollowed his cheeks 
as he tried for more suction, pleased at the strangled 
sounds coming from his lover. 


His lover! 


The words echoed around in his head as he savoured the 
feel and taste of the only man to ever hold his heart. 


Norm tugged at his hair. Reluctantly he lifted his mouth. 
“What?” 


“I want to be inside you when | come, or you inside me, 
something.” 


“Next time.” He’d be damned if he gave up his prize. 
Besides, despite his big words, he wasn’t completely certain 
Norman wouldn’t kick him out once the sex was over. His 
friend didn’t have the best record for not panicking when 
things got serious, and no one was more serious about 
Norman than Tucker. 


The tugging on his hair became rougher. 


“What?” He knew the annoyance sounded in his voice but 
damn, he’d been dreaming of tasting Norm for years. 


Norm’s eyes sparkled with lust and laughter, an expression 
he wanted to always see on the other man’s face. “Are you 
sure you wouldn’t rather fuck me?” 


“Don’t worry, honey, we'll have plenty of time later.” Не 
wasn’t going anywhere until Norman kicked his ass out and 
even then he’d find a way to finagle his way back in. He was 
like that stray cat you should never feed. Once he got a 
taste of Norm he was never going to leave. 


Ignoring Norm’s quiet protests, he wrapped his mouth 
around the tip of Norm’s erection, slowly sinking down while 
using as much suction as possible. A moment later the man 
gave a shout and warm sticky fluid pulsed down his throat. 
At the feel of Norm coming, Tucker’s cock pulsed and he 
filled the inside of his underwear with cum. 


Gasping, he let Norm slip out of his mouth. “I think I’m 
gonna need to borrow some sweats. 


It was worth the embarrassment for Norm’s delighted laugh. 
“Come on, Tucker, let’s take a shower and l'Il make you 
something to eat. 
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Half an hour later he was sitting at the same stool living out 
his dream. The only flaw was they had yet to stumble out of 
the same bed after spending the night together. It was his 
goal for tonight. 


“How about a bacon and cheddar omelette and some 
biscuits? | picked up some buttermilk yesterday.” 


“Great.” 


At this point the man could feed him cardboard and he’d 
agree it was the best thing he’d ever eaten. His body was 
relaxed and for the first time he could remember, he felt 
completely at peace. He knew he was smiling like an idiot 
but he couldn’t stop even if he wanted to. 


“Tucker, why did you wait so long to let me know you were 
interested?” Damn. He’d hoped to avoid this conversation. 


Taking a deep breath, he decided to go with total honesty. 
“Because I’ve seen and done bad things, Norman. I’ve killed 
more than a few people, some more deserving than others, 
and | wanted someone different for you. | wanted you to find 
a man without blood on his hands.” 


He looked down at his hands as he poured out his soul. 


Norm walked around the counter and wrapped his fingers 
around Tucker’s hands. The feel of Norm’s smaller hands 
against his sent a jolt of protective tenderness through 
Tucker. 


He wanted to keep this one man safe with every fibre of his 
being. Despite all the people his company protected ona 
day-to-day job, this was the one person іп the world he’d kill 
them all to keep safe. 


“I’m not a good person,” he whispered as if he were in 
confession at a church. “I wanted you to have someone 
good.” 


Norman laughed. Tucker glanced up, unable to resist a peek 
at his lover’s smile. 


“Good or not, all | ever wanted was you.” He absorbed the 
tenderness of Norm’s smile like a flower in the sun. “I only 
dated those other men because | thought you didn’t want 
me,” 


Tucker swallowed the lump in his throat. 


“Some days | want you so bad, І can barely breathe until | 
hear your voice.” The soft brush of lips against his pulled a 
groan out of his throat. Wrapping his arms around the 
smaller man, he yanked him closer until no space existed 
between them. He CATCHING MR RIGHT 
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plunged his fingers into Norm’s thick hair, angling his lover’s 
head until they were perfectly aligned. Need rode him hard 
as he pressed his lips against his lover’s. Collecting the 
scraps of tenderness he thought long dead, he conveyed all 
the love he felt for this man into that soft communication 
between lips. 


An acrid scent filled the air, yanking the men apart. 


“Damn, my bacon.” Norm rushed over to his burning 
breakfast. He gave Tucker a self-conscious smile as he 
dumped his pan in the sink to cool off. “Luckily I’ve got 
more.” He quickly set about with a new pan and a new 
batch of bacon. As soon as he was finished he pulled out his 
big mixing bowl Tucker knew used to be Norm’s 
grandmother’s. 


Smiling, he watched Norm mix up the batter for his 
grandmother’s famous biscuits. 


A flash on the door of Norman’s double oven had him 
turning. 


He looked out the window. The glare of sunlight reflected off 
something on the rooftop across the street. 


Shit! 
“Get down!” 


Placing his hands on the granite, Tucker propelled himself 
over the counter and tackled Norman. 


The smaller man fell to the floor with a thud. 
“What the fuck, Tucker? What’s going on?” 


Glass shattered as the top door of Norman’s double oven 
splintered. 


“Someone’s shooting at us.” 
“What?” 


Hazel eyes stared up at him in amazement, the strong body 
beneath him trembling in shock. It occurred to Tucker—Norm 
had probably never been shot at before. There weren't a lot 
of war zones at MIT. 


“Don’t worry. l'Il keep you safe.” Unable to resist the lips so 
close to his own, Tucker gave the younger man a hard kiss 
before sliding back. “Stay here.” Still crouching behind the 
counter and holding his lover down, he pulled out his cell 
phone from his pocket. He worked on autopilot with the 


same unnatural serenity he felt during battle. Necessary 
actions planned out in his mind as he dialled his company. 


“Right Protection, how can we help you?” The perky voice of 
his receptionist came over the line. 
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“Brit, send a team to this location.” He rattled off Norm’s 
address and the situation. 


Brittany’s voice went from perky to cold. “I’ll send Luke and 
Bryce over.” 


“Good. Have them check the building across the way. The 
shooter’s probably gone by now but I’m not taking any 
chances with Norm.” 


“Yes, boss.” She disconnected to get on with her job. 
Sometimes he forgot the perky blonde was a former CIA 
operative before she came to work for him. 


A hand crept into his. 
“Who would shoot at me?” 


For the first time since the incident, Tucker gave that 
question some attention. “Do you have any enemies?” 


Norman’s hands tightened in his. “Not that | know of. 
Corporate espionage doesn’t usually lead to bullets.” 


He cradled his lover in his arms until his cell phone buzzed. 
At the same time there was a knock on the door. He pushed 


the speaker phone button to answer. 


“Let us in, boss,” Luke’s deep voice boomed over the tinny 
speaker. 


He crawled away from Norm until he was out of sight of the 
window before getting to his feet and walking to the front 
door. He looked through the peephole. Satisfied that it was 
his people, pulled the door open. 


“The shooter's gone,” Luke said, his mouth drawn in а tight 
line. 


“We found shells but no sign of anything else,” Bryce 
agreed. His blond hair and lightly tanned skin was a strong 
contrast to Luke’s dark Latin looks. 


The sound of glass sliding across a dustpan had them all 
turning towards the noise. 


“Careful, don’t cut yourself.” Tucker rushed to take over. 


Norm pulled the broom away from his grasp. “I think | can 
figure out how to clean up glass without you babysitting 
те.” 


“Sorry. I’m worried.” 


The younger man sighed even as he rolled his eyes at 
Tucker’s protectiveness. 


“I’m worried too. We need to report this to the police and 
call the handyman to repair my stove. Despite your belief 
that I’m a helpless geek, | do run a multi-million-dollar 
company. | think | can handle a bit of glass without cutting 
off a finger.” CATCHING MR RIGHT 
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Stifled laughter had Norman turning to face the newcomers. 
Despite the humour displayed in their half smiles, they both 
had the same expression in their eyes that he occasionally 
Saw in Tucker’s. 


Haunted. 


He was startled when Tucker put a proprietary arm around 
him. “Norm, this is Bryce Mann and Luke Garcia, they work 
for my company. They started a few months ago after their 
tours ended. Gentlemen, this is Norman Wells, a good friend 
of mine.” That would explain the haunted expressions. 


“Nice to meet you.” 


He was going to step forward to shake hands, but Tucker 
kept him still. “I want you to call the police while | speak to 
my men.” 


Norman nodded. He didn’t know what top-secret things 
Tucker needed to tell his men about, but he did need to call 
the police. “lIl finish sweeping the glass then give them a 
call.” Tucker hesitated as though an argument was on the 
tip of his tongue. “Okay. We'll be in the living room.” 


Quickly cleaning up the remnants of his oven, Norm threw 
away the glass and grabbed his cell phone to dial the police. 
Shock set in as the reality of calling the authorities made 
the entire incident more concrete. He didn’t know how long 
he stared at the keypad before strong arms came around 
him, cradling him close. 


“It’s okay, I’ve got you, it’s okay.” Tucker’s voice rumbled 
above him. Pressed against his friend’s chest, the smell of 
male heat and familiar spicy cologne soothed him more 
than all the platitudes in the world. 


“Who could want me dead?” He knew he sounded like a 
little boy, but he couldn’t help it. The safe world he lived in 
was as Shattered as his oven door. 


“I don’t know, but we'll find out.” There was a cold 
calculation in his friend’s voice that had him pulling back to 
look at Tucker’s face. 


“I called the police,” Luke said, approaching the pair. 


Norman gave the man a half-hearted smile. “Thank you.” He 
shifted his feet nervously when the dark-haired man gave 
him a sexy grin. 


“You're very welcome.” 
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“Why don’t you start making some phone calls апа discover 
if someone has a contract out on Norman?” Tucker’s voice 
had a steely edge, a tone Norm rarely heard. He looked up 
to see his friend glaring at his employee. 


“Yes, boss.” Luke winked at Norm before going back towards 
the living room to make his phone calls. 


“Want me to start canvassing the neighbours?” Bryce asked. 


“No. Let the police do it. You don’t want to get in trouble for 
interfering with an investigation. Go pack Norman а 
suitcase. We’re leaving as soon as he talks to the cops.” 


“Leaving? Where the hell am I going to go?” 


Tucker sighed. “I’m going to take you home with me. | have 
a better security system and | like the thought of you in my 
bed.” 


“Oh.” Norm felt like an idiot, not a sensation he had very 
often. He knew with his IQ he was the smartest person in 
the room but he did have the tendency to lack common 
sense sometimes. “I can pack my own stuff,” he protested. 
He didn’t know how he felt about a total stranger going 
through his things. 


“Bryce is a professional,” Tucker said. “He’s not going to 
finger your silk boxers and giggle over your sex toys.” 


Norm hid his face in Tucker’s chest. “Fine.” Tucker’s body 
shook with amusement, but since his arms wrapped around 
Norman in a satisfactorily soothing manner he didn’t say 
anything. He heard the footsteps of the other man moving 
away before he lifted his head to see his friend’s eyes were 
lit with laughter. 


“Remind me to punch you later.” 
“Sure, l'Il get right on that.” 


Norm shook his head at his friend’s antics. He knew Tucker 
was trying to lighten the mood but nothing would work if 
they couldn’t figure out why someone was trying to shoot 
him in the first place. It made no sense. As far as he knew, 
no one hated him enough to wish for his death. 


Luke came back into the room, a serious expression on his 
handsome face. “Tucker, can | talk to you for a moment, in 
private?” 


“You can talk in front of Norman.” Tucker didn’t let him go, 
continuing to snuggle him in front of his employee. When 
Norm tried to move away he was pulled tighter against his 
friend’s muscular chest. 
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Sighing, he snuggled into Tucker’s embrace. 
“They’re after you.” 


“What?” Tucker released Norman so fast he almost got 
whiplash. “What are you talking about?” 


Luke cleared his throat. “They want to take you out because 
without you Norm won’t have much protection. Word on the 
street is you look out for the scientist and if you aren’t there 
he’ll be more malleable. 


Tucker laughed. “That’s because they don’t know Norm.” 


“Apparently Philip Bezel is convinced you and Tucker are 
dating and the mob wants Norm.” Luke’s eyes traced how 
closely the two men were standing but didn’t comment. 


“We're not dating,” Tucker said, his scathing tones sending 
Norman’s heart down to his shoes. “We're living together 
starting now. Come on, Norm, if they know about me we 
need to take you to a safe house.” 


Norman's jaw dropped open. “Why те? You’re the one 
who's being shot at.” Tucker shook his head. “It could’ve 
just as easily been you. The bullet was too close.” 


“Well, I’m not going.” There was по way he was going to 
leave Tucker alone to be shot by some hit man. 


Fire flashed in the other man’s eyes. “You will do as | say. 
I’m not going to let you get killed because you were 
standing too close when an incompetent hit man shoots at 
те.” 


“If he’s a hit man for the mafia it doesn’t make апу sense 
that he would miss.” Norman folded his arms across his 
chest and glared at his handsome friend. None of this fit 
together. 


He didn’t know what was really going on but he didn’t trust 
that Bezel would miss. 


Tucker shrugged. “Even sharp shooters miss sometimes. 
You're still in danger. If they want to grab you for your 
experiments we need to bump up your security.” 


“Why can’t! go with you?” 


“If they know who I ат, my place isn’t safe enough. We 
need to hide you away until we can figure out what to do.” 


“And what about you? You seriously think I’m going to go sit 
on my ass in a safe house while some killer is wandering 
around? If I’m going someplace safe, you’re coming with 
те.” 


For а moment he thought һе was going to get his way. 
Tucker’s expression softened as he walked over to Norm and 
cradled him in a cosy snuggle. 
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“Honey, | can’t work if I’m worried about you. Now if you go 
to the safe house l'Il call you this afternoon. I’m going to 
hunt down Bezel and find out what he or his employer 
wants. They’ve probably heard of some of your experiments 
and want to corner the market on your next invention. Or 
use one of them for their business.” Norm looked into 
Tucker’s cold eyes and knew he couldn’t stop him. After all, 
this was what Tucker did. He knew all about the bad guys 
and security and keeping people safe. 


Norm would only hold him back. 


“Okay. l'Il go to your safe house but | better hear from you 
soon. I’m not going to lose you. We just got together.” 


Tucker leant down and gave Norman a tight hug. “Trust me, 
Norm. l'Il always come back to you.” He turned to Luke. 
“Take him to the safe house on Rose and remind everyone 
not to let their guard down. Also, make sure you get him 
some food. There’s nothing worse than a cranky genius. l'Il 
deal with the cops when they arrive and let them know what 
happened. They'll want to talk to Norm but | have enough 
connections that | can put them off until tomorrow.” 


“Will do. l'Il make the arrangements, but how аге we going 
to get him out of here without anyone knowing? I’m sure the 
place is being watched.” Remembering the man on the 
street, Tucker had to agree. “Dress Bryce in Norm’s clothes. 
He can distract them out front while we take him out back. 
When Norm first moved in here | checked it out. There’s а 
service exit through the basement.” 


“Got it.” Luke looked Tucker over closely. “Are you going to 
be okay?” 


“I'll be better once | Know Norm’s safe.” 


Bryce walked out of Norman’s room with a big smile on his 
face, pulling a small suitcase behind him. “The cutie pie has 
a kinky streak.” Norman glared at Tucker. 


“I thought | told you to be professional,” Tucker snapped. 
Bryce lost his smile. “Sorry.” 


“What do you mean, kinky?” He shouldn’t ask, he knew he 
shouldn’t, but the thought of his beautiful Norman letting 
other men do degrading things to him made his stomach 
churn. 


Norm elbowed him in the ribs. 
“Ouch.” 
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Bryce laughed. “Nothing big. A bit of rope, a pair of cuffs, a 
paddle, some nipple clamps. Your boy likes to be tied down 
during sex.” He turned towards Norman, who shrugged. 
“What?” Tucker shook his head and tried not to let the vision 
of Norman, bound and ready for him, derail his thought 
process, but he had no control over his dick—it really liked 
the idea. 


“Bryce, | want you to put on some of Norm’s clothes and 
head out the front way. Luke and | are taking him out back.” 


Bryce shot a concerned look towards Luke but didn’t object. 
“I'll go get dressed.” 


Minutes later he left wearing a pair of faded pants, a 
sweatshirt and Norman’s favourite baseball hat. 


“He'll be all right, won’t he?” Luke asked after Bryce left the 
apartment. 


“He'll be fine. They want to kill me, not Norm. They'll be 
more careful after this.” 


“I hope so.” Luke’s eyes were still on the door. 


“| didn’t know you and Bryce were together.” Luke gave a 
bitter laugh. “Only in my mind. We had one night and | got 
the ‘it’s not you, it’s me’ speech.” 


“Fuck. I’m sorry. Come on, Norm, let’s get you out of here.” 
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Chapter Five 


Norman woke with a pounding headache and the 
overwhelming urge to beat the crap out of Tucker. “Where is 
he?” he asked the man sitting calmly in a chair beside the 
bed reading the finance section. He foggily remembered 
Tucker, Luke and way too many shots of tequila. 


“Ah, you’re awake. Now maybe Tucker will stop calling me 
every ten minutes.” 


“He'll stop calling because l'Il be pounding his head against 
the wall.” The other man set down his paper. “As pleasant as 
the image is, | can’t let you hurt my boss. "а be out of a job 
and Bryce would be unemployed, and in today’s economy it 
would be too hard to find a new place to work for some ex- 
soldiers. Besides, you need to learn to handle your liquor 
better if you’re going to hang out with soldiers.” 


“ІТ appreciate your work ethic but | have to tell you, I’m still 
going to hurt him.” 


“As long as there isn’t any permanent injury | won’t 
interfere.” 


“How kind of you.” 


“It is, isn’t it?” Luke flashed a pearly white smile, all the 
more striking because of his golden Latin complexion. 


“Do you have any water?” It felt like he swallowed half of 
the Sahara and followed it with a Death Valley chaser. 


“Yeah, l'Il get you some.” 


A moment later Norm was chugging down the cold liquid. 
After the second glass was finished he was ready to talk. 
The fog clouding his mind had finally lifted and he felt 
Slightly less homicidal and a whole lot more worried. “What 
are we going to do to rescue Tucker?” Luke laughed. 
“Rescue Tucker. What makes you think he needs rescuing? 
He’s more than capable of taking down a few hit men. He 
used to...” Luke’s voice trailed off and he looked 
uncomfortable. 


“Used to what?” 

“It’s not my place to say.” 
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Norm carefully got to his feet and searched for his shoes. He 
found them set neatly under the bed. Without comment he 
slipped them on and left the room. A hand grabbed the back 
of his shirt. 


“Where do you think you’re going?” 
“I’ve got to protect Tucker.” 

“You're going to protect Tucker?” 
“Yes.” 


“And how are you going to do that?” Luke folded his arms 
across his chest, a small smile crossing his lips as if 
Norman’s statement were completely ludicrous. 


“Easy. l'Il call Philip апа have him meet with me. Then I'll 
deal with him.” Norm’s mind was already racing towards the 
different ways he could get Tucker away from Bezel. His cell 
phone rang. 


The readout told him it was Timothy. “Hey, Tim, how’s it 
going?” 


“Um...Norm.” The other man’s voice shook, giving Norm had 
a bad feeling. 


“What’s wrong?” The cold sensation settling in his stomach 
didn’t help matters much. 


“I need you to come get me. He says he'll let me go if you 
come.” Timothy’s voice shook so much it was hard to 
recognise the words. 


“Who, Tim, who has you?” 


“I ао. Do you have time for a little get-together now? І seem 
to have opened up your calendar.” Bezel’s smug voice came 
over the line. 


“Where and when?” 


Norm jotted down the information, his hand shaking as he 
wrote. He’d never forgive himself if something happened to 
an innocent man because of his research. At least Tucker 
knew how to deal with bad guys. 


“Don’t be late and come alone.” Bezel hung up. 
Norm disconnected and took a deep breath. 
“Are you Okay?” Luke patted him on the back. 


“Bezel has Timothy. He’s going to use him to capture me.” 


“No offence, but why are you so important?” 


Norm turned to look Luke in the eyes. “They want me for my 
mind. With my inventions they can spy on anyone they want 
or kill people undetected. My inventions are for the good of 
mankind but they can easily be abused in the wrong hands. 
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always knew who I was and was hoping to seduce them 
away from me. When that failed he decided to kidnap 
Timothy. He saw us together twice—he must’ve figured he 
was my boyfriend or something.” 


“Call Tucker.” 


He didn’t really want to get Tucker involved but it would be 
worse if he tried to do this without his help. “Bezel told me 
to come alone.” 


“He'll never see Tucker.” 


Norm thought over what he could do to save his friend. “I’ve 
got an idea. You call Tucker.” If he could he was going to 
avoid talking to Tucker until this entire thing was over. 


Жжжж ж 


Tucker froze. The words over the phone weren’t making 
sense. “What do you mean you want Norm to leave the safe 
house and meet with Bezel? Are you insane?” 


“Look, Bezel isn’t going to hurt Norm. He needs him for his 
brain or something. You’re the one he wants to kill so if we 


have him meet with Norm we can deal with the situation. 


Norm’s probably the only one who can approach him and 
not get shot.” 


“How? The police can’t link him with the shooter. He’s too 
smart to do anything directly and | don’t want him to kidnap 
Norman while we have our thumbs up our asses.” 


“Norm has a plan.” 


“What’s his plan?” The chill encasing his heart wasn’t 
melting. Norman wasn’t trained to go into a situation like 
this. The man was smart as hell but he wasn’t used to 
dealing with psychotic murderers. 


“Something about nanos. | didn’t really understand it but he 
seems certain it’ll work and you did say he was a genius. We 
need to stop by his lab first then he’s arranging to meet 
with Bezel.” 


“Put him on the phone.” 


“Sure, wait. Fuck. I’ve got to go. He’s leaving.” Dead air 
filled the phone as Tucker stood there staring at his lifeline. 
The world would become a very grey place without a 
particular pair of intelligent green eyes. 
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He didn’t bother pressing redial—if Luke was chasing 
Norman down he didn’t want to distract the man. They’d 


contact him when they were ready. He tried not to let the 
idea disturb him. 


He paced his apartment and worried, up until the moment 
the bullet slammed through his body and the world went 
painfully sharp around the edges. The last he heard was his 
door slamming open and Bryce shouting, “Shit, Tucker, you 
were supposed to stay safe. 


Luke is going to kill me.” 
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Chapter Six 


Norm reached into the vault and grabbed the vial of nano- 
bombs. They were part of a government project that lost 
funding almost as soon as it was granted. Norm had found 
the idea of tiny microscopic bombs interesting as he thought 
of new ways for intense amounts of drugs and radiation to 
be non-intrusively introduced into the system. Curious about 
its possible applications, he’d gone ahead with his own 
funds to do the research. Не hadn’t told the government of 
his findings. 


There were too many ways the technology could be 
misused. He was glad it was after hours and none of his 
staff were around. He didn’t want to get any of them 
involved in his dealings—the fewer people who knew about 
this, the better. 


“Find what you’re looking for?” Luke came up behind him, 
looking curiously at the vial he held. 


“Yeah. Let’s go. Bezel said he’d meet me for drinks.” 


Жжжж ж 


Bezel waited at the bar at the restaurant Norm had met 
Tucker the other day. A restaurant owned by a very good 
friend of Norm’s who had specific instructions about Bezel’s 
drinks. AS Norm approached he thought it was a shame the 
man was so damn good-looking because it definitely only 
went skin-deep. 


“Afternoon, Philip.” 


Philip Bezel stood up as he approached. “Hello, Norman. I’m 
so glad you could meet me for drinks.” 


Norman accepted the man’s kiss on the cheek even though 
it made his skin crawl to do it. 


The waiter placed two glasses of water on their table. 
“Can | get you an appetizer?” 

“How about a plate of calamari?” Philip asked. 
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Norm thought it would be a miracle if he could choke 
something down without throwing it all back up. “It’s my 
favourite.” He hoped his smile wasn’t as fake as it felt. 


“Excellent. Would you like some wine?” 
“No, thank you. Water is fine for now.” 


“That will be all.” Philip dismissed the waiter like a king 
dismissing a peon. Norm held back his objection. He needed 
this guy to like him at least for the next fifteen minutes. 


“Where's Timothy?” He didn’t see the other man anywhere 
around. 


Phil picked up his water and drank half the glass. He licked 
his lips when he saw Norm watching him. “Anxious to see 
your boyfriend?” 


“He’s not my boyfriend. He’s just someone I've dated a few 
times.” 


“I know.” Philip gave him а cold smile. “That’s why | had 
Tucker taken out of the equation too. You are too fond of 
him.” 


The chill from Philip’s eyes sent shivers down his spine. He 
couldn’t think of Tucker or what might have happened to 
him. He had to believe his love was going to be fine or his 
entire plan was going to fall apart. “Where’s Timothy?” 


“He’s in my car. As long as you agree to come with me, we 
won't have any problems.” Norm looked down at the table 
so the other man wouldn’t see the rage in his eyes. 


“What did you do to Tucker?” He dared to look up at the 
other man. 


Phil took another sip of water, staring at Norm as if he were 
his favourite dessert. 


“Don’t worry about Tucker.” 


For the first time in his life Norman truly hated someone. He 
felt absolutely no guilt in his actions. Calling on a lifetime of 
control he forced himself to continue talking. 


“Tell me about yourself, Philip. What do you do for a living?” 
Philip set his empty water glass to the side of the table to be 
refilled. “I’m a businessman. | work for a local company 
protecting their assets.” 


“I see.” It sounded good until you inserted the word 
‘mobster’ for ‘businessman’ and 


‘trained killer’ for ‘looking after assets’. 


He needed fifteen minutes for the nano-bombs to absorb 
into Bezel’s blood stream. 


Their food came and they ate in a mostly companionable 
silence until Norman’s cell phone went off. The text on the 
screen almost had him spewing his lunch onto the table. 


Tucker shot. At Valley General. 


“You had Tucker shot!” He was done playing Mr Nice Guy. He 
wanted blood. 
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Philip Bezel gave him a smarmy smile. “I thought you 
weren’t seeing anyone.” 


“You. Had. Tucker. Shot.” 
Bezel lost his smile. “Keep your voice down.” 


“Oh, lIl keep my voice down. You’d best hope Tucker 
survives his surgery.” 


“And why is that?” 


“Because that glass of water you drank was filled with little 
nano-bombs.” Norman pulled a small detonator out of his 
pocket. “If he dies, ІЛІ be very happy to see that you follow.” 


Bezel paled. “You’re making that up.” 


“And don’t even think about taking this or killing me 
because l’ve emailed instructions on how to detonate the 


bombs to several friends of mine, and if anything happens 
to me, one of them will take great delight in setting them 
off.” 


“What do you want me to do?” Bezel’s voice grew frantic. “l 
can’t take it back.” Norm stood up, throwing the napkin on 
the table. “Take me to Timothy...and you’d best pray you 
hired an incompetent hit man.” Marching out of the 
restaurant, he was pleased he didn’t throw up as soon as he 
walked outside. It was important to appear strong even if his 
insides felt like scrambled eggs. Bezel took him to his car 
and pulled Timothy out of it. His friend’s hands and ankles 
were bound and a gag covered his mouth. Blue eyes looked 
at Norm like he was a Saviour. 


“Now what?” 
“Cut him free,” Norm demanded. 


With a growl, Bezel pulled out a long pocketknife, cut 
Timothy’s ropes and untied the gag. The blond gave Norm a 
thankful look. 


“I’m so sorry—” Timothy started. 


“Shh.” Norm wrapped an arm around Timothy, giving him 
Support as his bound legs were cut free. 


“What about me?” Bezel whined. 


Norm gave him his coldest look. “lIl call you once | find out 
the people | love are safe. 


You touch anyone else, or if Tucker dies, don’t expect to 
outlive him.” 


“You can’t expect me to wait around and see if you’re going 
to kill me!” Norm smiled, a smile he was certain was as cold 
and reptilian as the ones Philip gave him. “You’re lucky | 
don’t kill you now.” 
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Wrapping an arm around Timothy he walked away from the 
other man, confident he wouldn’t be followed. 


Luke met him at their arranged meeting place, a few blocks 
from the restaurant. “How did he take it?” 


“As well as expected. Let’s get to the hospital.” 
“Bryce text you too?” 
Norman nodded. 


Жжжж ж 


Tucker looked smaller іп the hospital bed. That was the first 
thing that went through Norm’s mind. Used to the larger 
than life personality, it was a shock to see the other man lie 
so still. He almost pressed the button on the detonator for 
that alone. 


Bastard. 


Blinking back tears, he pulled the lone chair closer to the 
bed and sat next to his friend. 


“I’m so sorry, Tucker. | thought | could get to him before he 
got to you. This is all my fault.” 


“No it isn’t.” The words were quiet. At first he thought he’d 
imagined them. 


Looking up, he saw Tucker’s eyes were open. They were 
filled with so much emotion Norman’s heart caught in his 
throat. “It is. If | hadn’t spoken to him you never would’ve 
gotten shot.” 


“And if | hadn’t tried to set up the man I love with someone 
else, you never would’ve been there.” 


Norm’s mouth went dry. Tucker said the words. He actually 
said them. 


“You love me?” His voice squeaked at the end, but how 
could anyone blame him? 


Tucker reached out and captured the hand Norman rested 
on the bed. “I’ve loved you since the first day we met. | can 
understand if you don’t feel the same but | will never try to 
set you up with someone again. It’s too painful to think 
about you with someone else.” Norman smiled through his 
tears. “I don’t want anyone else. | only went to the play with 
Timothy because he said it would make you jealous. Га 
rather drag your reluctant ass to the theatre any day.” 
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Had a smile turned on him ever been so sweet? Norman 
didn’t think so. Despite the paleness of his skin and the 
large bandage over his left shoulder, he’d never seen Tucker 
look so good. 


“What did you do to Philip?” 


Norman spent the next few minutes explaining to his wide- 
eyed lover what he did. “I sent Timothy home.” 


“Shit, you’re one scary guy.” 


His cheeks burned beneath Tucker’s admiring gaze. “1 might 
not be a tough ex-military guy, but | can protect of what is 
mine.” 


“Am | yours?” 
“Absolutely.” 
CATCHING MR RIGHT 
Amber Kell 

54 


Epilogue 


Norman rearranged the flowers and centred the cake on the 
table. He’d asked Tucker’s friends to come by later because 
he wanted to greet Tucker by himself. It was his last day of 
rehab and Luke’s phone call confirmed what Tucker’s doctor 
had said—he had healed well. 


Tucker’s wound might swell up from time to time but he was 
basically healed. 


“Honey, I’m home.” 
“In here.” 


Since Tucker’s return from the hospital the two men had 
been inseparable. They found a new apartment that 
satisfied Tucker’s need for security and Norm’s love of 
luxury and made it a new home for both of them. 


Tucker stopped in his tracks when he caught sight of 
Norman. 


“What’s all this?” 


“I wanted to celebrate your recovery,” Norm said, waving at 
the cake and balloons. 


“I wasn’t asking about the cake or balloons.” 


“Oh, you mean this?” Norman waved a vague hand towards 
his body. He was wearing a see through mesh shirt, tight 
leather shorts and nothing else. 


“Yes, that.” Tucker walked up to Norm and wrapped his large 
hands around Norm’s hips. “What’s with the outfit?” 


“What? You don’t like it?” He tried out a tone of bravado but 
he could see by his lover’s expression that he wasn’t 
convincing. 


“You know | love you in anything or nothing at all.” 
“| wanted our first time to be special.” 


Tucker frowned down at him. “It isn’t our first time. In case 
you've forgotten, we’ve made love several times since | got 
out of the hospital.” It was true, they had, but each time it 
was Slow, careful love as Norman was afraid of hurting 
Tucker’s wounds. How could he explain to his man that he 
wanted to be held down and fucked within an inch of his 
life? He was too shy to come out and say the words. 


Luckily Tucker hadn’t spent the last five years ignoring 
Norman. He knew his man. 
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“Ahh, | understand. You wanted me to have full range of 
motion.” Tucker laughed as he pulled Norman into his arms. 


Norm hid his face in Tucker’s newly-healed shoulder. He 
didn’t want to have this conversation—he wanted his lover 
to read his mind and fuck him. 


Before he got the chance to even try to voice his wants the 
doorbell rang. 


“PIL get it,” Tucker said, protectively blocking Norman’s path 
to the door. It was strange the doorman hadn't called up to 
announce someone was there. 


Tucker pulled open the door to expose Philip Bezel and his 
mob boss Julian Cardinni. 


Without waiting for an invitation they walked through the 
door with enough security guards to make their own football 
team. 


Norman crossed his arms as he regarded the group. “Can | 
help you, gentlemen?” He’d be damned if he let them know 
how much he was shaking inside or how embarrassed he 
was to have them see him in his tight leather shorts. 


“| hear you have some robots inside my boy here,” Cardinni 
said. His eyes were cold and flat and didn’t once stray from 
Norm’s face. 


He liked him a little bit for that courtesy but that didn’t 
mean he was backing down. 


“He tried to kill my man.” 


“Гуе done some research about you. You are one scary 
guy.” Norm didn’t know if he should be frightened or 
pleased that a mob boss thought he was frightening, so he 
stayed silent. 


“I was hoping we could reach an agreement.” 
“What kind of agreement?” 


“I'd like peace between us. | don’t want to have to worry 
about what I’m eating or drinking because we offended you 


in Some manner. What can we do to make this right 
between us?” 


Throughout the entire thing Philip Bezel was watching him 
with hunger in his eyes. 


“I need to know my man is safe. That no matter what 
happens no one will try to kill him.” He looked straight at 
Philip. “I don’t want there to be a hit out on Tucker.” 


“I will make sure your man is safe if you will give me the 
controller to Bezel’s nanos.” The panicky look in Bezel’s 
eyes would have Norman concerned, if the man hadn’t had 
Tucker shot. 


“ПП be right back.” 
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“| would like to send one of my guards with you.” 
“Fair enough.” 


For all he knew, Norm could be going back to his room for a 
weapon. He didn’t even want to think about how horrible it 
would be to live that way. 


The guard was completely silent as Norman went into this 
bedroom and came back out holding the remote. “Here it 
is.” He flipped it open to expose a hidden compartment. “If 
you press the blue and red together it will deactivate the 
nanos. They can always be reactivated, though.” 


“Excellent.” The mob boss took the controller and gave 
Bezel a threatening look. “This will be a reminder that you 
can’t always have what you want.” He gave Norm a 
measuring look. “1 consider this settled.” 


Without another word the men left the apartment. 


“I can’t believe you gave the man Bezel’s controller.” Norm 
shrugged. “It’s not as if | don’t have three more in my office 
downtown.” 


“You what?” 


“| have more controllers. At least three | can think of.” 
Tucker wrapped his arms around Norm and spun him 
around. “Fuck, | love you.” 


“Um, | love you too.” 


“You are the most devious genius I’ve ever met.” Norman 
laughed. “I’m glad you see that as a positive thing.” 


“Oh yeah. Now, let’s go see how much effort it takes to get 
you out of those tight little shorts.” 


In the end Tucker easily defeated the snap and zip of the 
Shorts, taking care not to unzip too fast and catch on 
something he wanted to play with. 


Within minutes Norm was lying naked, writhing on the bed. 


Tucker’s mouth followed the taught line of Norman’s 
stomach. “You are the sexiest man ever,” he sighed against 
Norm’s flesh. The sensation of a warm mouth against his 
newly exposed skin was almost enough to make him come. 


“I’m pretty sure you already have that title,” he whispered. 
It felt wrong to speak too loudly in the room, as if it was a 
temple to their love and sacrilegious to shatter the quiet 
with noises too loud. 


He felt the smile crossing Tucker’s face as tiny bites were 
nipped across his skin. 
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His skin tingled from the adoration until it felt too tight to fit 
his body. 


“Fuck me, Tucker.” Norm moaned beneath his lover’s 
ministrations. Over the past few months when they were 
banned from strenuous activity he’d learned how talented 
Tucker was with his tongue and improved his own skills 
dramatically. 


“Oh, | know how to treat you.” 


Norman scrabbled for the side drawer and yanked out the 
tube of lube. 


“Condom?” Tucker asked. 


Norm shook his head. “You were checked at the hospital and 
| had my physician examine me. Neither of us have any 
diseases and we don’t plan on other people touching us, do 
we?” 


Tucker’s grip tightened to an almost painful intensity. “No 
one touches you but me.” 


“See, we don’t need protection. We are both disease-free 
and monogamous.” Tucker hesitated before relaxing enough 
to toss aside the condom. “You are mine.” 


“Yes.” Norm nodded enthusiastically. There was no one he 
wanted more than Tucker and he doubted there ever would 
be. 


“Always,” Tucker said. Before Norman could reassure the 
other man his mouth was taken іп a hot kiss. Tucker’s lips 
were firm and there was the scrape of five o’clock shadow 
across his skin, but the feel of possession was new. The few 
times they’d made love previously there was a hesitant 
quality to Tucker’s lovemaking as if he were afraid of hurting 
Norman. This time it was all about claiming. He had no 
doubt in his mind that Tucker was trying to imprint on 
Norman so he would never want another. Norm could’ve 
saved him the trouble. Now that he had his Mr Right caught 
neatly in his trap there was no way he was going to let him 


go. 


He smiled against his lover’s lips and with deft fingers he 
quickly unbuttoned, unzipped and removed Tucker’s 
clothing. Moaning, he traced the thick meaty muscles newly 
exposed to his greedy mouth and hands. He traced over the 
silky smooth hair that grew over a nice set of six pack abs, 
relishing the feel of freedom to touch the man he’d wanted 
for so long. 


“| dreamed about this, you know,” he confessed. 


“No more than I have and now we сап stop dreaming and 
enjoy our life together,” Tucker said. The look in his eyes 
almost brought Norman to tears. 
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That sounded like a good plan to Norman. There was 
nothing he wanted more than to belong to Tucker. 


He slid down and lapped at the hard cock begging for his 
attention. The salty taste and musky smell of his lover drove 
his own desire harder as he rubbed against the covers while 
pleasuring his man. He forced his hips to still. He didn’t want 
to end it even before it began. 


“Norm, baby, fuck me.” 


Now that he hadn’t expected. He thought Tucker would be 
the kind of guy who was always on top. To have him beg to 
be taken hadn’t even registered as a possibility. 


“Oh, | will take such care of you.” 
Tucker looked at him with lustful eyes. “I know you will.” 
“Turn over so | can reach you better.” 


He didn’t think he’d ever seen his hardened warrior pout 
before. Yep, that was definitely a pout апа the man wasn’t 
moving. 


“What?” 
“I want to see you when we make love.” 


Norm let out a relieved laugh. For one panic-filled moment, 
he’d thought Tucker had changed his mind. 


“I want to rim you.” 


Norm jumped back as Tucker flipped over, went to his hands 
and knees and sent him a sexy look over his shoulder. 
“Don’t let me stop you from doing what you really want to 
do.” Laughing, Norman kissed his way down Tucker’s back 
until he got to the sweet pucker he was seeking. He loved to 
гіт а тап. He licked at the shy bud, enjoying the way the 
strong body shuddered and moaned at the first touch of his 
tongue. Enveloped in the smell and taste of his lover, 
Norman lapped until the rim started to soften. Tucker 
bucked beneath his ministrations. 


“Fuck me.” 
Norm lifted his head. “But I’m not ready.” 
“Tam. Fuck me.” 


Sighing, as if the thought of fucking the big man didn’t 
make him almost come, Norman grabbed the lube and 
slicked himself up. There was no way he was going to hurt 
Tucker. He had waited a long time for this moment. He 
wasn’t going to spoil it for his man. 
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“Turn over.” Slipping a cushion beneath Tucker’s hips, Norm 
lined them up so he could easily slide into his lover. Even 
after loosening him with his fingers, there was a moment 
when he pushed in the mushroom head when he saw an 
expression of discomfort cross his lover’s face. Maybe 
Tucker had the right idea. This way he could see if he was 
harming his lover. 


“Don't stop.” 
“Are you sure?” 


“Yes.” Tucker hooked his feet behind Norman and pulled him 
closer. 


Giving into his lover’s prompting he pumped cautiously 
inside Tucker’s moist heat. He couldn’t believe how much 
more intense the sensation was without a condom. It was 
like he’d been making love in a muted world and only now 
that he was with the man he was destined to keep, did it go 
into ultra-bright colours. 


The combination of slick lube, hot male heat, and the scent 
of their warm sweaty bodies had Norman on the verge of 
coming too soon. Wrapping his hand around Tucker’s cock 
excited him even more. Pumping his lover to completion, 
Norm held on until he felt Tucker’s body convulse between 
them and warm liquid cover his hand. 


“Norm!” Tucker shouted. 
He quickly followed his lover over the edge. 


They lay there panting, trying to catch their breath. Norm 
grabbed the disposable wipes he’d put next to the bed, 
cleaned them both up and dropped the wipes into the trash. 
His job done, he snuggled up to his lover, absorbing Tucker’s 
heat. 


“| love you.” 


Warmth filled Norm’s chest at the words. “I love you too.” 
Laying his head back down on his lover’s chest, Norm 

snuggled in. Contentment filled him. He knew they’d have 
to get up soon and take a shower, but never in his life had 


he felt so happy. For the first time since his parents had 
died, he felt as if he were home. 
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